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Welcome to the Ancient 
Far North ... and the 
World of the Micekings! 

LIVf : Miceking Island 

CAPITAL: Mouseborg, home of the Stiltonord family 

OTttE)^ VILLAGES: Oofadale, village of the Oofa Oofa, and Feargard, 

village of the vile^ings 

CLIMAtC: Cold, cold, cold, especially when the icy north wind blows! 
T9PICAL FOOD; Gloog, a superstin|^y but fabumouse stew. The secret 
recipe is closely guarded by the wife of the micel^ing chief. 

MAtIONAL Dl^lMiC: Finnbrew, made of ec^ual parts codfish juice and 
herring juice, with a splash of sc^uid inl^ 

MFAMS OF Tj^AMSPOJtTATlOM: The dre^ar, a light but very fast ship 
GRFAtFSt ItOMO]^: The mice^ing helmet. It is only earned when a 
mouse performs an act of courage or wins a Micel^ing Challenge. 

UMIT OF MFASUl^FMtMT: A mouse^ing tail (full tail, half tail, third tail, 
c(uarter tail) 

FMFMIFS: The terrible dragons who live in fteastgard 














ftCNjAMlN ^ 

Geronimo’s nephew^ 


f Meet the Stiltonord Family . 




GEj^OHlMO 

Aclvisor to the 
micel^ing chief, H 


, T^AP 

The most famouse 
inventor in Mouspkoi 


tUEA 

A horse trainer who 
wor\^s well with all Kinds 
of animals 


BUGSILDA 

Benjamin’s best 
friend 
























... AND THE Evil Dragons! 


W»Bu<T#£p„TKn)i- 

ylie fierce l^ing of 

is a Devocrer! 

The clragons are 
clivi^ecl into 5 I 
clans, all of which ^ 
are terrifying! ' 

1. Devourers 

They love to eat micel^ings raw — 
no cool^ing necessary. 

2. Steamers 

They grab micel^ings, then fly over 
volcanoes so the steam and smo^^e mal^e them taste good. 

3. Biters 

Before eating mice^ings, they nibble 
them delicately to see if they lil^e 
them or not. 

4. Slurpers 

They wrap their long tongues around 
' micel^ings and slurp them up. 

5. Itmsers 

As soon as they catch micel^ings, 
they rinse them in a stream to wash 
them off. 
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I’M 

Mousetasticallv 

Late! 



It was a beautiful summer dffc^rnoon in 
Mouseborg, the capital of Miceking Island. 
The sky was clear, there was a light breeze 
blowing, and seagulls fluttered around the 
dock, squawking happily 


I’m Mousetastically Late! 


Oh, Fm so sorry! I haven’t introduced 
myself: My name is Geronimo Stiltonord, 
and I am a mouseking scholar. 

On this day, every mouseking in Mouseborg 
was looking forward to that evening’s 
special performance by the THREE 
MiSlUSEKlNGETEER^. Who are they. 










I’m Mousetastically Late! 




you ask? Only the most famouse comics on 
Miceking Island! 

The show was planned for sunset in Great 
Stone Square. SVCN tH6 SHOUtBP, our 
village chief, had decided that I, Geronimo 
Jtiltonord, would be the announcer for 
the performance! So, that evening, I put on 
my fanciest cloak, combed my fur and 
whiskers, and splashed on some EftU ClC 
MOUSk cologne. 

I opened the door to my house and glanced 
up at the sky before I stepped outside. I 
was checking to make sure there were no 
in sight. Luckily, everything 
was calm — at least in the sky! But as I 
walked toward the center of the village, mice 
all around me were nervously 
here and there. 

I figured they were hurrying toward Great 






I’m Mousetastically Late! 





Stone Square because they were Worried 
about getting good seats for the show! 

Wait a minute . . . the show was about to 
begin. That’s why everyone was in such a 
ru^li . But the show couldn’t possibly start 
without me! 

“Helmets and herring. 
I'm mousetasticall^ 

late!” I squeaked. 













I’m Mousetastically Late! 




I scampered through the village at record- 
breaking SjJGed. I had just passed Sven 
the Shouter’s house when someone suddenly 
appeared in front of me, blocking my path. 



We ran right into each 
other! 









Are You 
Following Us? 


A second later I was surrounded by three 
mice as big as CRAY 9EA1.9. They 
crowded around me menacingly and got right 
up in my snout. 

“Whoa,” I said, trying to remain friendly. 
“Give a mouse a little room to squeak, 
please!” 

' “Are you following 

US?” one of the mice 
growled at me. 

“N-no, of c-course 
not!” I stuttered. 

I looked closely at 
the three mice. They 




Are You Following Ug? 


were very large and they had enormouse 
muscles. The hair on their heads was Gurly 
and bright red, and they wore long 
cloaks decorated with seashells. 



“Who are you?” I asked, my whiskers 
trembling nervously. 

Great groaning glaciers! It was the Three 
Mousekingeteers — ChuckIep©lW, 

Snlcfeerfur, and Gigglewhiskers! 







Are You Following Us? 


Immediately, I felt CsllllCr. 

“Who are we?” the first mouse replied. 
“Who are YSU?” 

“My name is Gbronimo Jtiltonord” I 

explained. “I am an advisor to the great Sven 
the Shouter.” 

The three mice took a step back. 

“Okay, smarty-mouseking,” the second 
mouse squeaked. “But what do you want 
from US?” 

“Nothing!” I replied, perplexed. “Tm just 
trying to get toSBBfilU SUSQB SQOOCiBB. 


You see, Tm announcing your show tonight!” 

The three mice glanced at one another and 
a confused look passed between them. 

“But of course, the show!” the first one 
said suddenly. 

“Uh, yes, of course,” the second one added. 
“In fact, we were about to go get, uh . . .” 






Are You Following Us? 



. to get our costumes, OWlOUSLYv 
the third mouse finished. 

“Now, please get out of our way,” the first 
mouse said. “We really must get out 

o(i here! 

“Ahem, yes,” the second mouse added 
quickly. “And by ‘get out of here,’ we mean, 
we have to hUffjf ! Don’t want to be late 
for our own show.” 





Are You Following Us? 





The three mice chuckled nervously. 
Houi strange! The Three Mousekingeteers 
seemed as anxious as first-time performers! 

I was late, too, so I quickly said good-bye. 

“See you onstage!” I squeaked as I scurried 
off. 

Just a few steps later... I tripped 

over a sKiriy miceking helmet. Maybe 
you don’t know it, but miceking helmets 
are given to those who 
distinguish themselves 
with strength and 
character. It’s 

the GReAiesT 
HONOR, and 

one I had yet 
to receive! 

I picked up 
the helmet. 





Are You Following Us? 


“Wait!” I called after the Mousekingeteers. 

“Is this yours?” 

The three mice exchanged a glance. Then 
Chucklepaw immediately grabbed the helmet 
from me. 

“Oh yes,” he replied quickly. “Thanks! 

See you later, smarty-mouseking!” 

Then they scurried away. 

What Strange mice! 

A moment later, a loud shout nearly made 
me jump out of my fur. 

“6[(f0lillM00000! VJHEQE 
m? THE fHOllH K aSOUT TO ffEOIHl!" 

It was Sven the Shouter! In case you haven’t 
figured it out, he yells very, very HCDUlICillly ! 
Squeak! I had to mOKe ft. 






Presenting 
THE Three 
Mousekingeteers! 


I arrived at Great Stone Square just as Sven 
stepped onto the stage. 

“Citizens of Mouseborg,” he roared. “The 
great comedy show is about to begin.” 
“ttoorfly/” the crowd shouted. 

“You’ll split your sides laughing!” Sven 

cried yo s'flvy mn the mumi 

As is customary in Mouseborg, the crowd 
echoed back: 

"# WW flTCM WE WOlfTlW” 

Then Sven noticed me in the crowd. 
“You’re finally here, Geronimo!” he 



Presenting the Three Mousekingeteers! 


boomed. “Come on! You need to introduce 


the THREE M^U^EKlNGETEERai ” 



I joined him on the stage. 

“Welcome to this 
of entertainment, art, and ^ 
laughter,” I began. “It is a 
great honor to present ...” 

I paused as the mice in the 
square grumbled: 

“Will this take long?” 

"(/Ife're 35 hoved 35 
herring in brine!" 

“We want the comics!" 


But my sister Thea made a sign from 
the wing of the stage for me to continue 
SC(UC9kfM*3. If I had understood her gestures 
correctly, the Mousekingeteers hadn’t arrived 
yet! 

But Sven was also motioning to me from 






Presenting the Three Mousekingeteers! 


the wing. He wanted me to S+® P squeaking, 
because everyone was impatient to see the 
show! 


HELMETS AND 
HERRINfc! 


I didn’t know what to do! 

“Well . . . anyway . . I muttered, trying 
my best to continue. “The show you are about 
to see features the most famous COtnlcS 
in Mouseborg . . . uh, I mean on Miceking 
Island ...” 

But the crowd continued to complain: 


"ENOUGH. iMMOY-MOUSEKINGr 
"WE WANT THE THREE MOUSEKINCETEERS!" 



asleep stanJly up!” 















Presenting the Three Mousekingeteers! 


Offstage, I saw Thea whisper something 
into Sven’s ear. His eyes grew wide with 
shock. Now he, too, knew that the comics 
hadn’t arrived yet! 

emn mpm oo mETHm, 

CEROmOh Sven shouted. EmEmH 

THEmUC! 

I couldn’t believe my ears. 

“M-me?” I squeaked. 

“Yes, you!” Sven yelled loudly. “Tell some 
that’s an 0rd6r! So says Sven the 
Shouter!” 

“fO fPVf yiffW Wf fHOUTIifl" 

the crowd replied. 

Shivering squids, I don’t know how to tell 
jokes! 

Then Sven gave me a look that was SHA^PEI^ 
than a SWORD. So I did my best. . . 





Presenting the Three Mousekingeteers! 


H ”One sea mouse said to another: 

E 'Yesterday I went fishing in the 
r frozen fjord’ 

I 'Oh yeah?’ the mouse replied. And what 
I did you catch?’ 

A nice cold!”’ _J 

^ — -- —" ’ 

The mice in the crowd stared at me, their 
eyes wide. But HO OHO laughed! I tried 
another one: 

"Why wouldn’t the shrimp share his toys 
with his friend? 

o- Because he was a little shellfish!” 

The crowd began to shout: 

"^OOOOOOOOOOf" 

Fjords and fiddlesticks! I never said I was 
good at telling d®KES! 

“Psst, Geronimo — catch!” Thea squeaked 












Presenting the Three Mousekingeteers! 


as she tossed me four 

•PlArtCOA^S. “Juggle 
them!” 

I tried my best, but I 
was terrible. First I 
dropped one on my 
paw. Then 
I dropped one on 
my ME)WV. A third 
pinecone bonked me 
on the snout. oycHf 
The public had had enough. I had to get off 
that stage before they pelted me with rOtlBVi 
fiSh! 

Then Sven’s wife, Mousehilde, saved me. 
“Sven!” she yelled. “I need to squeak with 

you. /T'S M EMER(kEI/CY/” 








Who Stole the 
Helmet? 


Sven made his way through the 

crowd toward his wife. 

“What happened?” he asked her worriedly. 

“Oh, Sven!” she squeaked. “MiC0KinG 
iieiNet nuNcei? FwtY-eiciit has 
disappeared from your private collection!” 

"uirnddfi/MT?/" 

Mousehilde nodded. “When I got home, 
the door was open and —” 

Sven’s snout turned purple with rage. 

“So someone broke into our house to 
STEAL it?!” he cried. 



Who Stole the Helmet? 


“OOOOOOOOOHHHf” exclaimed 
the crowd. 

“This is terrible,” Sven shouted angrily. 
“That’s one’s of my P^VOPitSS! I, Sven the 
Shouter, order every citizen of Mouseborg 
to search for my missing helmet — now! iO 

mfmniTHimuTER! 

“WWWVI/ENTHESH^Upr 

the crowd echoed. 

While the crowd dispersed to search every 
corner of the city, I approached the chief 
tinictly. 

“Er, excuse me, Mr. Sven ...” 1 squeaked. 
“Not now, Mr. Smarty-Mouseking!” he 
replied, brushing me off. I'M sum 
“Sorry, Chief,” 1 persisted. “It’s just that no 
one knows what helmet number forty-eight 
LooKg L?K£!” 





Who Stole the Helmet? 


“Well, why didn’t you Sd)/ SOIDethiOg 
before?!” Sven bellowed. Then he pawed 
me a banner with the image of the helmet 
on it. Hmmm ... it looked so FUMILIAE. 
Where had I seen that helmet before? 

ernSty codnsb! It looked just like the 
one I had returned to the THREE 
NiSlUSEKlNGETEER^! 

Uh-oh. Sven wasn’t 
going to be happy 
when I told him! I tried 
to back up slowly. If I 
could just slip into the 
crowd . . . 

“Where do you 
think you’re going, 
smarty-mouseking? ” 

Sven demanded. He 
stood directly in front 








Who Stole the Helmet? 


of me, blocking my path. “Do you know 
something about my helmet?” 

“W-well, I think, uh, maybe, er, I saw it, 
um . . 

“Come on!” Sven shouted ifnpatiGntly. 
“Spit it out, mouseking!” 

“I saw the Three Mousekingeteers drop it 



You know something! 







Who Stole the Helmet? 


right in front of your house,” I explained. 
“Come to think of it, those three were acting 
very, very ... 

“Great groaning glaciers!” Sven yelled. 

“MitEVniOTa MOMENTTO LOWwe must 
go after them. The Three Mousekingeteers 
are the thfeVeS!” 






The Hunt for the 
Comics 


We sped through the streets of Mouseborg 
searching for the three comedians. Along the 
way, we found an odd trail of ClotllinQ along 
the ground that included three RED WIGS 
and three fiLOAKS covered in seashells. It 
looked like the Three Mousekingeteers had 
changed clothes very quickly. 





The Hunt for the Comics 




The trail of costumes led us right to the 
inn where the Three Mousekingeteers were 
staying. HOW StPSysf 
Sven knocked, but there was no answer. 
Then he pushed open the door. 


“Show your snouts, thieves!” he yelled. 
“Why did you steal my favorite IldNCf?” 















The Hunt for the Comics 




But Mousehilde just gasped. The Three 
Mouskingeteers weretle>cL u|xand 0 ® 00 eel! 
“Sven, they can’t be the thieves,” she said. 
“Look at them!” 

“And these aren’t the three mice I met 
earlier with the helmet,” I added. 

Sven untied them right away. 

“Tell us what happened,” he demanded. 
The first mouse began. “Well, right after we 
arrived in Mouseborg this morning, someone 
knocked on our door,” he explained. “When 
we opened it, we were greeted by THREE 

VILEKINGS!” 

My whiskers shivered with fright. No 
mouse wants to have anything to do with 
the evil vilekings .. . they’re like PiRATES, 
only way worse! 

“They tied us up and stole our costumes,” 
the second mouse said. 







iron paw! 


THE VILEKINGS 


The Vilekings are disrespectful 
mice who fight with eveiyone. 
They ATTACK ships as they 
enter the harhor and tiy to 
STEAL their cargo. 

Their village, FEARPJORD, 
is a very scaiy place. It faces 
a gulf full of sharp reefs and 
veiy ferocious sharks. Their 
village chief is RATNOLF THE 
TERRIBLE. He rules with an 


MIWIIIF m 

TFRRnu 












The Hunt for the Comics 




“They took our RED wigs and our 
fe8€iutiful cloaks!” the third Mousekingeteer 
squeaked. 

The vilekings had used the X+oIer) 
costumes to disguise themselves as the Three 
Mouskingeteers. Then they had stolen Sven’s 
favorite helmet. I must have met them right 
as they were getting away! 






The Hunt for the Comics 




HELMETS AND 
HERRIND! 

It had happened right under my whiskers! 
But there was one thing I didn’t 

undersiand. 

"Why did they only steal fillC IIClNCt 
from the collection?” I asked timidly. 

"I know why!” Sven exclaimed "I earned 
miceking helmet number forty-eight during 
the famous Battle of the Twenty-One 
Dragons. But Ratnolf the Terrible claimed 
he was the winner of the battle — and the 
helmet!” 

"It’s true,” Mousehilde agreed. "The 
vileking chief has always insisted that he 
defeated the But I was 

there, and I know it was Sven!” 

"Exactly!” Sven thundered. "This isn’t 

^51 





The Hunt for the Comics 





just a theft — it’s a 
CHALLENGE! ” 

Right at that 
moment, we 
were joined by 
Sven’s daughter, 
Thora. 

^ J Ob, Tbora! 

She is the most 
fascinating, athletic, and 
courageous WaCDtllSe in Mouseborg, and 
I might have a teenj, crush on her! 

“Don’t worry. Dad,” Thora told her father. 
“I will VOLUNTEER for this mouseking 
mission. I will find your mouseking helmet, 
and I will return it to its rightful home — 
Mouseborg!” 

“Well said, my courageous daughter!” 

Sven said approvingly. “I will prepare all your 



V 





The Hunt for the Comics 


equipment for the expedition niysclf !” 

Then he turned and clapped a gigantic 
paw on my shoulder. 

“And you will accompany her!” he shouted. 

I began to from the tips of my 

whiskers to the end of my tail. 

“But, but, but . . . w-why m-me?” I 
stammered. 

“Did you forget that this is au vouR 
FllULT?'’ Sven’s voice EOOMEP “You 
didn’t recognize the vilekings! And you didn’t 
stop them from stealing my NSIJS0KillC 
ll01N6t! The theft happened right unjer 
j/Our whiskers! You’re going with Thora, and 
that’s an order. So says Sven the Shouter!” 

“OOHIlH.f” the small crowd around us 
cried. 

"yOWWyiIENT«EyHO«TffM" 

“Now, hurry to the port!” Sven ordered. 




The Hunt for the Comics 


“Olaf the Fearless will take you on his drekar, 

the Bated Breatlii” 

Chiirty codnsb, wby me? 

Every time 1 go on a mouseking mission, 
I have to travel on Olafs stinky longsKi p. 
At least this time I was going with the 

ma^niUcent Thora! 










Anchors Aweigh! 


When I arrived at the port, the sun had 
already disappeared into the S6€l. 

“Excuse me,” I asked a sailor with his back 
to me, “but have you seen Olaf the Fearless 
or his stinks longship, uh . . . I mean, the 
Bated Breath?” 

The sailor giggled in reply.“GoOcl 
0V0nin^, Cousin/” he squeaked. “I was 
actually UJSitiOg for you!” 

In the dark, I hadn’t recognized my cousin 
Trap. 

He’s the YiUctSe iUYOTltOr, and he can 

be a real pain in my tail. Who knows what 
he wanted from me! 

“Trap, if you want me to test an 




invention, forget it! I squeaked. 

“I’m here to help you, Geronimo,” he 
replied. “I’m going, too! Isn’t that ?!” 

My cousin is usually more of a 
troublemaker than a helper. Before I 
could ask why he wanted to come, Olaf 
the Fearless appeared beside me. 





















He pinched my ear and steered 
me onto his ship. 

“Anchors 9W6igh!’' he shouted. “We’re 
leaving!” 

“Captain, uh, I’m not sure this is such a GOOD 
idea,” I squeaked as he dragged me along. “You 
see, I suffer from terrible seasiobess!” 







/ 

1 

















Anchors Aweigh! 


Olaf just smoothed out his whiskers. 

“Oh, no problem!” he said. “Even if you’re 
seasick, you can still 
QD the deck or 

CD wekp the sails or 

CD roih^?” 

My head was spinning from thinking about 
all that 

“Actually, no!” Olaf said suddenly. “I have 







another job for you. Climb the 
MAINMAST and keep an eye on the 
sea: It’s full of dangerously 
reefs!” 

“Can’t Trap do it?” I squeaked. “I’lRl 

also afraid of heights!” 

“Blasted barnacles, Geronimo!” Olaf 
boomed. “Did you think you were going 
on Va-Cati©l1-'? You will be the lookout! 
Now climb.” 


Anchors Aweigh! 


“You can do it, Geronimo!” Thora said 
encouragingly. 

What choice did I have? Reluctantly, I 
began to climb the main mast. It was very 
tall! Have I mentioned that I am VERY afraid 
of heights? 1 

Meanwhile, the Bated Breath let out its 
sails and headed for PEARFJOR^. Everyone 
was excited about the mission except me. 
After just a few minutes on board, I smelled 
worse than the Smelliest codfish in the sea 
and the stinkiest cheese in Mouseborg — 
combined! 

A few hours later, I suddenly saw something 
in the water in front of us. 

“L^W/” I squeaked. “I SCC 

“It’s Shipwreck Rock!” Olaf replied. “We 
have arrived at Fearfjord!” 

With those words, my paws began to 





Anchors Aweigh! 


tT^Plhie. Fearfjord is super FRIGHTENING 
and ddn^^rOUS. The water is dsrk, the 
currents are incredibly STROMG , and the fjord 
is full of rocks as as dragon teeth! 

“Pay attention, mollusk!” Olaf called to me 
as we passed the WRECKAGE of a ship. “You 
don’t want to meet the same fate, do you?!” 

Suddenly, I saw something move on the 
wreck in front of us. It was a rodent in 

trouHei 

OVCRBOOOOOftItO/ 

I squeaked, pointing at the castaway. 














Stranded on 
Shipwreck Rock 


The shipwrecked mouse vaved frantically, 
trying to stay afloat and keep his snout above 

WATER. 

Thora threw out a ^|ie/ and yelled, “We 
must get closer!” 

Meanwhile, I directed Captain Olaf: 

“To the to to the 

to the^\l?^ . . . no, no, no . . . that’s 

^ - ^ - 

too much . . . watch out!” 



Our ship went ashore on Shipwreck Rock, 






right next to the other WRECK! 

“Blasted barnacles!” Olaf boomed. 
“This is entirely your fault, Geronimo!” 

WHy,WHy,wHy does everyone always 
blame NC? 

At that point, we were so close 
to the reef that Thora let out the 
rope and jumped directly down 
onto the What a 

courageous mouse! 

One after another, we all 
climbed down. Captain Olaf 
immediately began to survey 
the d9ni39C to his ship. 






The Invincible 


Vileking 

Twisted Whisker is one of 
the most awful vilekings 
in Fearfjord. He’s called 
invincible because it is 
said that nothing can 
stop him. He shatters, 
smashes, and snatches 
anything that crosses his 
path. In other words, it’s 
best not to make him 
mad! 



Meanwhile, T&opa 
helped the mouse 
scramble to safety on 
Shipwreck Rock. 

As soon as the mouse 
saw me, he gasped. 

“I know you, SOD 
S^IO^Tl” he cried. 
“You’re that smarty- 
M^USEKING from 
Mouseborg!” 

I imnimediateiy 

recognized him, too. 

“That’s one of the 
vileking thfCVeS!” I 
squeaked. 

“You and your 
friends tied up the 
Three Mouskingeteers 



Stranded on Shipwreck Rock 


and stole Sven’s ll01N6t!” 

“So you’re the one who took my father’s 
helmet!” Thora roared. “Well, we came to 
take it back!” 

“You came this far for nothing, then!” he 
replied. He stomped his paw on the ground. 
“You’ll find out soon that we vilekings don’t 
like those who Tt{SSP^SS here!” 

“Oh, really?” Thora asked. “If we hadn’t 
helped you, you’d still be 
in that cold water! Speaking of which, what 
happened to you, anyway?” 

Twisted Whisker was silent for a moment. 
Then he decided to tell his Story: 

“I was returning to Fearfjord with my 
friends after the successful completion of the 
mission to get the mouseking helmet back —” 

“What mission?!” Thora squeaked, 
interrupting him. “It was a THEFT!” 







^ine! 

Twisted Whisker 
ignored her. “As 
I was saying, we 
were coming home 
when we began to 
CD argue about who 
would get the credit for the feat. As we 
were fighting, CD the ship got caught on 


the reef. 





“The rest of the crew CD left aboard the 
only f f ffeOsioaft on the ship, leaving me 
behind.” 

1 couldn’t believe my ears. 

“How could they do that?” 1 squeaked. “1 
could never leave a mouse in danger!” 

“Squeaking of danger ...” Thora said, her 
eyes as she looked at the sky behind 

me. 

1 turned around and almost fainted with 
fear! 

“D-D-DP36... D-DP3dd3G0l\ISS” I stammered. 




WARNING: 

Dragons! 


A group of passed overhead, 

flying low over Shipwreck Rock. They 
were spitting ms from their mouths and 
from their nostrils. 

They were 

enormouse, and they looked 
Before we could move a whisker, a red 
dragon glided toward us and landed on 
the deck of the Bated Breath. A second later, 
a green dragon landed next to him. Luckily, 
they didn’t seem to realize we were there! 

“What are you doing. Crimson?” the green 
dragon hissed. “DoeSSS thiSSS seem like the 
time to reSSSt?” 







The red dragon stretched his wings. 
“You’d be tired, too, Ciisrtrtiise, 
if you were as fat and heavy as me!” 

We stayed hidden behind the longship, 
just a few tails away from those FEROCIOUS 
DRAGONS, hoping they wouldn’t see us. 
The dragons seemed to think the Bated 







the waters around Fearfjord! 

“Well, I’m not tired,” Chartreuse 
replied. “But these long flights do 

make me ravenous!” 

“YeSSS, I’m S$Starving, too. I could 
devour one hundred vilekingSSS in 
one BITE !” Crimson agreed. 
Suddenly, Clsartff^iiss began to sniff 
the air. 







WARNING; Dragons! 


SssMjff ... Sssinjff . 

“Well, we’re almoSSSt there,” he said. “Do 
you SSSmell SSSomething?” 

“YeSSS,” Crimson replied. “I SSSmell it, 
too! I can’t wait to bite into a nice, yummy 
vileking!” 

















one, 


My tail 
trembled with 
fear. 

“Squeak!” I 
exclaimed before 
I could stop myself. 

Crimson swung around. 

“Did you hear that?” he roared. “What 
waSS$ it?” 

Fortunately, right at that moment, another 
dragon called to them from above. 

“Hey, you two lazyboneSSS!” the blue 
dragon bellowed. “Hurry up, or the otherSSS 
will gobble up the fattest mice before we 
arrive!” 

Chartreuse seemed irritated. 

“That’SSS not true. Blue Villain!” he 


Sss/ 





WARNING: Dragons! 


growled. “Dragon law SSSays that the fattest 
mice are divided into equal partSSS ...” 

Blue Villain snorted a cloud of gray smoke. 

“All I know is that if the DevourerSSS arrive 
firSSSt, they won’t wait for uSSS before they 
eat the beSSSt vilekingSSS!”’ 

With that, the dragons took to the skies. 
They were heading right for the vileking 
village! 

As soon as they were gone, I let out a huge 
sigh of relief. But Twisted Whisker was 
ANGRIER than ever. 

“Those stinking dragans are about 

to attack Fearfjord!” he yelled. “We’ve got 
to stop them!” 

“Yes, but h-how will we g-get to the 
village?” I stammered nervously. “Our ship 
is marooned on Shipwreck Rock ...” 
“Don’t be a shrimp %irithout a shell. 












WARNING: Dragons! 



Geronimo!” Trap shouted. “We can construct 
a RAFT using some rope and the wooden 
boards from this wreck!” 

“Excellent plan!” Olaf agreed decisively. 
“We’ll set out in the flick of a whisker!” 

“But fiOW?” I moaned anxiously. Why, 
oh why, do I always find myself in these 
dangerous situations? 

Olaf gave me a pat on the back. 

“Here’s how: YSU and your friends will 
set out for Fearfjord while 1 fix the damage 
you did to my longship!” he squeaked. “A 
captain never abandons his SHIP!” 

Right at that moment, we heard a dreadful 
sound from the Cliffs of Fear that overlook 
the village of Fearfjord: 

It was the vileking anti-dragon alarm! 


AAAAAAAHI 

AAAAAAAH! 






I Don’t Want to 
Be Shark Food! 



“We have to get out of here!” Twisted Whisker 
exclaimed. “The dragon dttdcK has begun!” 

Thora was busy furiously building the raft. 

“We’ll be ready to leave in a minute!” 
she squeaked. 

“Do you think we can trust the vilekings?” 
Trap wAiS“pereJ to me. “After all, they 
stole Sven’s mouseking helmet number 
forty-eight. It seems straye to be helping 
them ...” 


I Don’t Want to Be Shark Food! 




Thora overheard us. She gave us a look that 
was than an iceberg. “Mice must 

always unite to fight the dragons b@0ebhen!” 
she said sharply. 

“It would be easier if they weren’t so 
irrititing .. ” Trap mumbled in reply. 

By now, we had finished assembling the 
raft, and we headed out for the shore. 

The current was very strong, though, and 
our raft began to bounce and 
Op and poiytSf l>OWM on the 

waves . . . 







I Don’t Want to Be Shark Food! 



It was so rough, we almost flipped over! 


HOW HORRIFYING! 


“Geronimo!” Trap yelled. “What are you 
doing sitting there with your paws up? Help 
Thora ROW! 

“S-so sorry, Thora!” I stammered, jumping 
up. “Of course I’ll help!” 

But as I took the oar from Thora, Twisted 
Whisker jumped in front of me. 


%\n IT TO ME, 


he yelled. “I’ll be the one to row, because I’m 


the STRONGEST! ’ 


Resigned, I turned to hand him the oar 
when ... 



I hit Twisted Whisker directly on the snout! 
“Oh!” I exclaimed. “E-excuse me ... I 







I Don’t Want to Be Shark Food! 


didn’t mean . . . 


“Be quiet!” he roared. “OR I WILL CRUSH 
YOU INTO.. 


I couldn’t hear the rest of the sentence 
because a huge wave hit me and knocked 



While 1 floundered in the water like a 
salmon going upstream, the waves pushed 
away our ©Aa! 

“Since you’re in the water, push the raft, 
smarty-mouseking!” Twisted Whisker yelled 
at me. “After all, it’s your J^ult that we LOST 
the oar!” 

1 tried my best, clutching the raft and 
with as much strength as 1 could 

muster. 






I Don’t Want to Be Shark Food! 




“Go, Geronimo, go!” Trap shouted 
encouragingly. “Son c3n do it, Cousin/” 

But dry land seemed much too far away, 
and I was so exhausted! WHy, wuy, wuy 
wasn’t I more athletic like Thora? 

“Stop making all of that foflm with 
your feet, smarty-pants!” Twisted Whisker 
shouted. “You don’t want to attract a bunch 
of sharks, do you?” 

“Sh-sh-sharks?” I stuttered fearfully. 






I Don’t Want to Be Shark Food! 




a ©IffiAY’ FITM emerged from the sea and 


headed toward us. 

H£a£lPf” I shrieked. IDOHlWm 

TO B£ SHARK FOOD!” 







The Siege of the 
Dragons 


With the sharks on my tail, I swam like a 
rOMP£DO throng the icy-cold water of 
the fjord. My fear had TURBO-CHARGED 
my paws! 

When we finally landed on a beach a 
short way from the port of Fearfjord, I was 

SHENCHED, BxhauUfirf, and in Paill, but 

luckily I still had all my fur! 

“Wow, Cuz!” Trap remarked, chuckling. 
“Nothing can stop a mouseking, huh?” 

“Yes, but . . . pant, pant . . . now I really 
need to catch... pant, pant ... my br€<^ltf)!” 

I spotted a soft bush nearby and threw 
myself down on the ground, leaning against 


The Siege of the Dragons 





the plant in utter exhaustion. 

I yelped. 

I had just sat down on a piin^^aiSibrE^^nd 


The little creature poked me with its long, 
sharp needles. 

®UCtlf ttKf” I squeaked. “WHftT 
M^UStpIFIC 



wmm 


The pjncushion is the most docile animal 
/ ' on Miceking Island, but when 

f/i/ / scared, it puts up all 

sharp quills. 


BE CAREFUL NOT 
HV TO MISTAKE IT FOR 
A BUSH! 







The Siege of the Dragons 


I jumped back to my paws and heard 

Twisted Whisker shriek, “NOT THAT WAY, 
COD SNOUT!” 



In my rush to get away from the pincushion, 
I had landed right in a patch of 

nettles! 

Squeak! The nettles made me 
crazy, more than a thousand fjord mosquito 


ITCHW 


OucW'®- 






The Siege of the Dragons 


bites! My fur felt like it was Off ! How 
awful! 

As soon as I got out of the stirvgmg lea\/es, 
I joined the others. We moved slowly, making 
our way quietly toward the vileking village, 
sneaking through the sand and bushes 
and staying hidden from the view of any 
flying overhead. 





heUlesj i 








The Siege of the Dragons 


Unfortunately, a terrifying surprise 
awaited us in the village — it was entirely 
surrounded by enormouse, hungry, - 

^’PITTTM^ dragons! 

Chartreuse and Crimson were among them. 

Suddenly, a covered my mouth. 

“Don’t even think of making a squeak, 
mouseking,” Twisted Whisker whispered in 
my ear. “You almost got us in BIC trouble 
back on Shipwreck Rock. So zip it unless you 
want to become a IIIOUSC 

kahchv’ 

I lay on the ground 
and tried to remain 
very still and quiet. 

But my whiskers 
continued to tremble 
with fear! 

From our hiding 







The Siege of the Dragons 


place, we could see that the cCl^ag^OtiS 
had roasted the roofs of the villages’ houses, 
incinerated the tops of the trees, and reduced 
the vilekings’ catapults to tiny bits of wood 
the size of seashells. 

“Look!” Trap whispered as he pointed 
at the sky. Another group of dragons 
was eirelin0 over the village, observing 
everything. 

“Wh-what do we do now?” I stuttered. 

Thora held a finger to her lips.“Shhhh!” 
she replied. “Let’s see if we can hear what 
those siiw) reptiles are saying.” 






Thora s 

Dangerous Plan 



While they were busy attacking the village 
of Fearfjord, the dragons continued to snarl 
at one another. In fact, those 
mngH lizaTis had taken a break from 
burning the village to fight about how the 
vilekings should be prepared and eaten! 

The red dragons rasped against 


Thora’s Dangerous Plan 


fatteSSSt mice should be eaten raw, SSSo they 
belong to us DEVOURERSSSl” 

Chartreuse pawed the ground with his 
CLAWS, making everything around us tremble. 

“And every Rinser knows that mice should 
firSSSt be cleaned thoroughly, and then 
roasted to 











IW®0®UCmG f HE Buagoivs 


At a glance, dragons may all seem alike, but never tell them 
that! In fact, different dragon families are very proud of their 
genealogy. If you confuse them, they may send a mouthful of 
fieiy flames your way! 

HERE’S HOW TO DISTINGUISH A RINSER 
FROM A DEVOURER! 


BINSEB 


Once a Water Dragon 
captures a mouse, it prefers 
to rinse the mouse in a 
stagnant pond and then 
cook it before eating it. 


DEVOURER 

As soon as a Devourer 
captures a mouse, it 
eats it right away — 
raw, without even a 
side dish. 










Thora’s Dangerous Plan 


The Devourers hissed at the Rinsers. “Let 
us paSSS, or you’ll be in trouble!” 

“No, you get out of our way!” the Rinsers 
replied. 

“Don’t you threaten uSSS!” Crimson yelled. 
“We’re not moving unleSSS we divide the 
mice into equal partSSS firSSSt!” 

“Ugh, fine!” Chartreuse finally replied. 
“But if they eSSScape, it’SSS all your fault!” 

“All the mice are holed up in that houSSSe 
down there,” Crimson said, nodding his head. 
“They won’t eSSScape!” 

“Did you hear that?” Twisted Whisker 
said happily. “The vilekings are hiding in 
the Haill of tKe Cftreait ¥ile%mgr 
Coit^ticil. We must join them!” 

“But how?” I asked, worried. “To enter the 
city we have to get past the dragons.” 

“And how would we hide from the dragons 














Thora’s Dangerous Plan 


that are Qirelin0 overhead?” Trap added. 

“I have an idea!” Thora exclaimed 
suddenly. 

Thora’s plan went like this: 
rO To hide from the dragons, we would 
each hide inside one of the empty finnbrew 
barrels that were stacked outside the village. 
QT l Then we would slowly make our way to 
the Haill of 
Cou^tsicil. 

CO Finally, we would slip inside the building, 
where we would help the vilekings organize 
their defense. 

It was a brilliant but very DANGEROUS plan! 

“Cheesy catapults!” I exclaimed. “What if 
the dragons <UsC<>Vcr us? They’ll capture us 
and roast us like I11CUSC ksbcbs!” 

But that dangerous plan was our only 
ilope of saving the village of Fearfjord and 






the vilekings! 

So, at Twisted 
Whisker's signal, 

we approached the 
barrels very quietly. 
Trap carved tu/® 
h®l€S in each barrel 
so that we could peer 
out and where 
we were going. 

Then, as quietly as 
mice, we each pulled 
a BARREL over our 
heads and silently 
inched our way 
toward the Haill 
of iht^ Gr’eait 
Yilelkiingr 

CoiJ^ttcil. 












Thora’s Dangerous Plan 



Unfortunately for me, though, there was a 
seagull’s nest on top of my barrel. And that 
seagull was not happy that her nest was 
noviM! So the seagull began to make a 


fuss. 


SQUAWfci 






Thora’s Dangerous Plan 


“Shoo, seagull!” I squeaked softly from 
inside my barrel. “They’ll find us!” 

But she continued to flutter around, 
squawking loudly. 

That got Chartreuse’s attention. 

“What’s wrong with that SSSeagull?” he 
growled. 











Thora’s Dangerous Plan 


Crimson also stopped and began to sniff 
the air. 



“Hmmm . . he said. “I SSSmell fresh 
mouSSSe!” 

Inside the barrel, I began to tremble. 
Seconds later, all the ctr^a^OtiS began 













Thora’s Dangerous Plan 


to FOCUS on the barrels! 

“In my opinion, a mouSSSe iSSS playing 
hide-and-SSSeek in here!” Crimson said slyly 
as he pauied at my barrel. 

At that point I had no choice but to POP 
out of the barrel and make a break for it. 

"Good bye, beavtUM Ihova!" I shrieked. 
"Good-bye, frfendsf Good-bye mddf' 










Run, Geronimo, 
Run! 


Once I popped out of my barrel, the dragons 
KNOgKEp over the other barrels, revealing 
Thora, Trap, and Twisted Whisker. 

We found ourselves out in the open, 
helpless in front of that herd of scaly reptiles 

with QPQcn, DROOLING jaws. 

“What do we do now?” Trap yelled. 

“WE GET OUT OF HEBE!” Twisted Whisker 
shouted back. 

So we scampered through the village as fast 
as we could, a pack of ferocious dragons 




“They’re eSSScaping!” 


“Get thoSSSe mice!” 

“Bite their tailSSS!” 

We ran as fast as our little paws could carry 
us, but the dragons were much FASTMM. 
They flew right above our heads, hissing 
tauntingly at us. “Come on, let’SSS eat them 
right here, right now!” 

“Maybe we can still go back in the other 
direction,” Twisted Whisker squeaked 
hopefully. 







Run, Geronimo. Run! 


But unfortunately, CrimSOn, CllStrtliSt, 
and Blue Villain had come up behind us. 

“There they are!” they shouted. “Let’s 
SSSmoke the chubby one and SSSaute the 
skinny ones!” 

We were surrounded! 

Trap hugged me tightly. “GeronilXlO, 
you've been the best cousin ever!” 

he gushed. 

“You, too!” I blubbered. 

A second later, the dragons closed in on us, 
their jaws DRIPPINB with saliva. 

But suddenly, I felt tw® BSailiSCIIlIIIair 
paiWS grab me and drag me away. 

“This wraj), measli) mteeKin|s!” a voice 
said. 

In a second, we found ourselves safe inside 
a ceiy mouse shop while outside the 
dragons continued to fight. 







Safe by a whisker! But who had saved 
us? 

There was only one other rodent in the 
shop with us, and he had (KiK® 

He was crawling around on 
the floor and seemed 
to be looking 
for something 
important. 

“Wolfgang 
T^atson!” 

Twisted Whisker 
yelled. “Thank 
you for saving 
us!” 

I was about to introduce 


myself, but Wolfgang motioned 
for us to be quiet. Then he pulled open a 





Run, Geronimo, Run! 


TRKPDOOR hidden in the floor. 

“Enough chatter!” he said gruffly. “Follow 
me!” 

IT WAS A SCG(^£T 
PASSAGCl 

As we scurried down the hatch, the entire 
store began to tremble and as the 

dragons struck the building with their wings, 
tails, and claws. 

Terrified, we followed Wolfgang down an 

underground tunneli 





















The Great 
V iLEKiNG Council 


We continued POWISf 

secret tunnel under the vileking village. 

“This tunnel was excavated by Franz 
Ratson the First, the ^reat-^reat-jreat 
jrctTK^father of Ratnolf the Terrible . . 
Wolfgang explained. 








“WliePeare we?” Trap asked. 

“And where does this passage 
lead?” Thora added. 

I was too scared and nervous 
to squeak! My paws trembled 
and my whiskers as I 

scurried after my friends. 

When we arrived at the end 
of the tunnel, we went 
up a 












The Great Vileking Council 




Finally, we came up in a very large room 
decorated with vileking shields and 

FLAGS. 

It was the Hall of the Great Vileking 
Council! The citizens of Fearfjord were 
all HlDlftlfc there . . . really, 
all of them! 

It was EXTREMELY 
CROWDED It was 

so crowded that the 
knee of one Vileking 
was in my ear, the cibow of 
another bumped my snout, and 
the of who knows who were 

in my HlfH! 

Wolfgang scurried right up to Ratnolf the 
Terrible, who was sitting on a throne at the 
front of the room. 

“Chief, I found Twisted Whisker,” he 







announced. “And 
these three puny 
i!iice}ungs were with 
him!” 

Ratnolf jumped up. 

“Who told you to 
bring us other mice, 
Twisted Whisker?” he 
roared. “We’re as tight 
as SALTED ANCHOVIES in a 
can here!” 

“But, chief—” Twisted 
Whisker began, but 
Ratnolf cut him off. 

“Silence!” Ratnolf 
bellowed. “Only I can 
speak, because I’m 

the MOST GVIL vileking 

around!” 



RATNOLF THE 
TERRIBLE 


He is the chief of the 
vilekings. If he gets angiy, 
watch out! He prides himself 
. on being incredibly evil, 
i You’ll recognize him by the 
patch on his eye. (He can 
^see just fine, but he thinks 
^ it makes him look even 
scarier!) 


*’m the u. 


The Great Vileking Council 




Everyone there repeated in unison: 


WNOLF IS THE MOST EVIL 
VILEKINGAHaUNO!’ 


“And what are you doing here, measly 
micekings?” Ratnolf asked, turning to us. 

“We came to help you DEFEAT the 
dragons!” Thora responded testily. 

“I, Ratnolf the Terrible, don’t need anyone’s 
help!” he roared back. “I am the strongest, 
the most courageous, and above all, thc 
most €VfI vileking around!” 

Again, the vilekings repeated in unison: 

"IWnniFISTIRMIISTEVIl 

vnmNGAmumir’ 

Then Thora saw Sven’s mouseking helmet 
number forty-eight sitting on a PEDESTAL. 














The Great Vileking Council 




“That helmet belongs to my father, the 
courageous Sven the Shouter!” she cried. 
“You STOLE it, and I demand its return!” 

“Silence!” Ratnolf roared. “That mouseking 
helmet belongs to me: I beat ten of the last 
twenty-one dragons in the famouse battle!” 

But his wife, Mousegarde, intervened. 

“This isn’t the time to brag!” she yelled at 
her husband. “We are besieged by 
dr^ag'OtiS ! Accept their help!” 

The chief of the vilekings sighed. 

“Okay,” he agreed reluctantly. Then he 
turned to me. “Let’s hear your PLKN, 
mouseking!” 

“P-plan?” I stuttered. “We have a p-plan?” 

“Whaaat?!?” Ratnolf shouted ^MCjRXiy. 
“Don’t tell me you came here without a 
plan?!” 

“Don’t worry, I know what to do!” Trap 






The Great Vileking Council 




squeaked up, with a twinkle in his eye. 

My whiskers began to tremble immediately. 
Whenever Trap has a plan, I’m usually the 
one whose fut ts on the ^2ne! 

My cousin showed us all a strange object 
made of branches and ropes.“We’ll test my 
new invention: a pocket-sized 
that I call a slingshot!” Trap suggested. 

When they saw Trap’s slingshot, the 
vilekings began to Sioitkcr so loudly the 


SLINGSHOT 


Uis POCKET-SIZED CATAPULT is 
small, light, and easy to use (projectiles 
not included). It allows you to HIT THE 
TARGET with perfect precision (well, 
depending on your aim, haO- Perfect 
for mice without muscles, as the 
projectiles are veiy light! 










The Great Vileking Council 




Hall of the Great Vileking Council began to 

“Shivering squids!” Ratnolf said, roaring 
with laughter. “Do you think you’ll SCARE 
dragons with that gnat-sized gizmo?” 

“Wait a minute!” I squeaked suddenly. “I 

just had a mousepiPic idea!” 








Slingshot Attack! 


Ratnolf menacingly pointed his finger in 
front of my snout. 

“And who would you be, puny rodent?” 
he growled. 

“Geronimo is Mouseborg’s resident scholar, 
and my father’s trusted advisor,” Thora 
squeaked quickly. “If he has something to 
say, it’s best to listen to him!” 

^ Oh, beautffiii Thoral ^ ^ 

I couldn’t believe my ears: The most 
courageous and fascinating rodent in 
Mouseborg was talking about MCl I smiled 
and stared at her. 

“Well, hurry up, smarty-mouseking!” 


Slingshot Attack! 


Ratnolf yelled. “What are you waiting for? 
Tell us your icl83!” 

“Well, I noticed that there are a lot of 
nettle plants around here,” I explained. 
“We could make balls out of the stinging 
leaves and launch them at the dragons with 
SLINGSHOTS! I landed in a nettle plant 
earlier myself, and 

what a painful itch! The dragons 

would be ntseraljie.” 

Trap gave me a pat on the back. 



The nettle plant is VERY COMMON 
in Fearfjord and the surrounding 
area. The thick, hright-green bushes 
might look pretty, but watch out! 
The leaves STING and ITCH more 
than the bites of a thousand fjord 
mosquitoes! 







Slingshot Attack! 


“Great job, Cousin!” he said. “For once, 
you had a ^ood idea!” 

Mousegarde stepped forward. 

“But how will we collect the nettle leaves?” 
she asked. “The dragons surround the village.” 

“We’ll use the ^PCRfT Wolfgang 

shouted. 

Ratnolf raised his arm with a solemn 
gesture. 

“I, Ratnolf the Terrible, order that we 
begin preparing for the battle against the 
dragons,” he announced. “My courageous 
vilekings, let’s chase away those awful 
reptiles!” 

We all got to work: Trap CoMStplictsd 
slingshots while the vilekings snuck away 
to gather the nettle leaves that are found 
around the village. The rest of us worked 
to transform the leaves into a MOUNTAIN 





Slingshot Attack! 




or rTINCfNC BALL9, ready for launch! 

Soon it was time for the battle to begin. 
Thora, Trap, and I filed through the 
subterranean tunnel behind the vilekings, and 
we gathered in the center of the village. 

Luckily, the cb^a^OtiS were still arguing 
and they didn’t notice us. 

Ratnolf had explained the battle strategy 
to us in the cave.“You micekings from 
Mouseborg will AFTACK the dragons with the 
slingshots,” he explained. “Meanwhile, the 
ferocious vilekings will distract the dragons!” 

Now I was a little worried about the plan. 

“How is this going to work?” I asked 
nervously as we took our positions. 

“That doesn’t concern you, smarty- 
mouseking,” Ratnolf sneered. “Just stay out 
of the way while we vilekings distract the 

ENEMY!” 







*ake that! 


Get down! 


Mousegarde had agreed 
to accompany us to the 
roofs of Fearfjord. She climbed 
fearlessly up a tacLcLcA, 

and Thora, Trap, and I scampered 
after her. As soon as we were 
position . . . 

^OOOOOOOAAA^^^^ 

The sound of a dragon made my 
whiskers Below us, the 

vilekings gathered in the center of 
town, fr02eil like immobile blocks \ 
of rock. 










Slingshot Attack! 


Then, while Mousegarde, Thora, Trap, and 
I took aim from the rooftops, the vilekings 

began to do an incredible dance! 

They shook their paws, pulled their 
whiskers, and YELLED AT THE TOPS 
OF THEIR LUNGS: 











Slingshot Attack! 


"(llHllIttRWH-AAARGH! fl00fiA«-B00! 

WATCH YOllR TAILS OR WE’IL CRUSH YOU! 
WE ARE YllEKIHOS. HEAR US ROAR. 

WATCH AS WE WAVE OIIR PAWS! 

WE’RE VILE, MEAN. AHO TEROCIOIIS, TOO, 
IIUIIOIIRGHH-AAAROH! OOOOAH-BOO!” 

The dragons stared with S[MJOQ QPBDG: 
They couldn’t believe their ears! It really was 
a l>l*^drre spectacle! 

Only Blue Villain raised her head to the 
rooftops and saw us, but by that point it was 
too late. On Trap’s signal, we bombarded the 
dragons with a Stcrirt cf Mettle bcitlls! 

The dragons scratched themselves 
furiously: under their eyes, behind their 
ears, on their tails , . . everywhere! 
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Slingshot Attack! 


“Retreat!” Chartreuse finally hissed. “I’m 
SSSo itchy! I need a thermal SSSulfur bath 
immediately!” 

Behind him, the dragons •FlUtt6r6C( 
away one after the other, shrieking in pain. 

As they escaped, Ratnolf yelled after 
them, don’t Come bacK, yoB rotten 

reptiles!” 

The siege of the dragons had failed! 






I’m Too Fond of 
My Fur! 



In the end, the battle of Fearfjord was a huge 
success for the micekings and the vilekings. 
However, we micekings 
still had another task: 
retrieving the Xfoler? 
helmet! 

Ratnolf was 
waiting for us 
in the center 
of town on a 

PEDESTAL 

being held up 
by two burly 
vilekings. 


I’m Too Fond of My Fur! 


“Now that the village of Fearfjord is SdfC, 
we ask you to return my father’s mouseking 
helmet,” Thora announced for all to hear. 

Ratnolf ignored her.“Mice of Fearfjord, 
we have he declared. “To celebrate, 

you are all invited to a tfcliciOttS vilckill^ 
baniittet!” 

“Wait a minute, Ratnolf!” Mousegarde 
intervened. “You haven’t answered Thora 
yet. This invitation to the banquet is just 
911 excuse to postpone returning Sven the 
Shouter’s helmet!” 

“But I —” 

“Be quiet!” Mousegarde interrupted her 
husband. “NO EXCUSES! A village chief that is 
worthy of respect must be strong, courageous, 
and above all, fair! 

So in the end, Ratnolf gave N$IJS6ICillG 
iieiNet nLNcei? F$i?tY-eiGiit back 





I’m Too Fond of My Fur! 


to Thora. 

“Even if we didn’t ask for your help, and we 
would have those dragons on 

our own . . . thanks 1” he grumbled. “And 
this isn’t the end of my fGud with Sven the 
Shouter, that’s for sure!” 


Then he gave me a package tied with a 






I’m Too Fond of My Fur! 




THICK cord.“I have an important task for 
you, smarty-mouseking,” he said mysteriously. 

“Please give this ^ipt to Sven the Shouter 
from me. He’ll be very S(/RPR/SED.” 

I felt proud to have such an important role 

to play: Wliat a gpcat mouseking honor! 

“Now, while we wait for the banquet to be 
ready, let’s have a YILEKIN6 CHALLENGE!” 
Ratnolf shouted. “Who’s up for the pincushion 
jump, followed by a swimming race with 
some sharks, and a diving contest off the 
Cliffs of Fear? Let’s show the little mice of 
Mouseborg how strong the VIIEKINGS 
really are!” 

I immediately thought of the shipwreck 
on the reef, the sharks, my dive into the 
nettle bushes, and the fire-breathing dragons. 
I’d already had enough Vileking Challenges 
to last a lifetime! 
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HERE ARE THE MOST FAMOUSE 
YILEKIN6 CHALLENGES ... 


DIVING OFF THE CLIFFS 


FEAR 


OF 


PINCUSHION 


JUMP 


SWIMMING RACE 
WITH SHARKS ^ 




I’m Too Fond of My Fur! 


“IJoooooo, THftWKS.'” I yelled as I 
scampered to the back of the crowd. “I’m 
too fond of my fur for a Vileking Challenge!” 

Credf: ^/dciers^f If that’s 

what it took to earn a mouseking helmet, I 
would never get one ... I’m too much of a 
scaredy-mouse! 







Forget About the 
Helmet! 



Forget About the Helmet! 



Sven the Shouter 
himself came to meet 
us on the pier. 
“So?” he asked 
expectantly. “Did 
you bring back 
my NOUSeKinC 

ueiNet?” 

“Yes, of course!” 
Thora replied 
confidently. And we 
also saved the village 
of Fearfjord from the dragons!” 

“Good job!” Sven congratulated his 
daughter. “You’ve demonstrated to Ratnolf 
how to act like a tPUe mOUSeking! I’ve 
decided to award you with a mouseking 
helmet!” 

YAX/ the crowd cheered. “A mouseking 






Forget About the Helmet! 


helmet for Thora! Hooray/” 

“We’ll celebrate with a mouseking- 
erific banquet,” Sven continued. “After 
that, we’ll finally see the real THREE 
M^USEKINGETEER^ in action! ” 

“There’s just one more thing,” Thora 
insisted. “Shouldn’t GeRONIMO get a small 
mouseking helmet, too? It was his idea to use 
the Jeaves against the dragons.” 

Sven thought about it. 

“Well, maybe ...” he said hesitantly. 

At that moment, I remembered the vileking 
I was 

supposed to deliver. -. 

“Sven, I have a gift for you 
from Ratnolf!” I said. 

Sven took the package, 
opened it, and . . . 

POff ! 






Forget About the Helmet! 


A cloud of chopped nettle leaves hit him 
right in the face! 

Oh no! All the mice around him began to 
!?cratch themselves desperately! 

“Forget about the helmet, smarty- 
mouseking!” Sven shouted furiously. 

“B-but I d-didn’t have anything to do 
with it!” I argued. WHU, WHSI, WHU does 
everything always happen to me? 

i At least I had fought bravely next 

to the courageous Thora! And sooner or later, 
I would earn my own mouseking helmet — I 
just it! 

mmr-* — —■ 

P But that’s a story 

I FOR ANOTHER DAY - 
kMOUSEKING’S HONORI 










































MICEKINGS 


MICEKINGS 


MICEKINGS 


#1 Attack of the 
Dragons 


#2 The Famouse 
Fjord Race 


^^I^GcrcmBno Stilton 




#5 The Mysterious 
Message 


#6 The Helmet 
Holdup 


fTTl-v 


Don’t miss any 
adventures of 
the Micehings! 


^^'i^Gcron/mo Stilton ^Geronimo Stilton 


#3 Pull the 


Dragon's Tooth! 


#4 Stay Strong, 
Geronimol 


Up Next: 


>Gcron/mo Stilton 


#7 The Dragon 


Crown 





















#14 Tha Temple of the 
Riby of Fire 


#18 Shipwreck on the 
Pirate Islands 


the Svhway 


#S Four Mice Deep in 
the Jungle 


#6 Paws Off, 
Cheddarface! 




Be sure to ^ 
^ read all my 
fabumouse 
adventures! 




#1 Lost Treasure of 
the Emerald Eye 


Cheese Pyramid 

















































#28 Wedding 


Chriilmas Catastrophe 


#33 Geronlmo and the 
Gold Medal Mystery 


#44 The Giant 
Diamond Robbery 


#31 The Mysterious 


#40 The Karate Mouse 


#39 Singing Sensation 





































#48 The Mystery In 
Venice 


#49 The Way oi 
the Samurai 


#S2 Manse in Space! 


#53 Rumble in 
the Jungle 







































THE QUEST FOR 
PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGIX)M OF FANTASY 


THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE Search 
FOR Treasure: 

THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE ENCHANTED 
CHARMS: 

THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


The Amazing 

VOYAGE: 

THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE DRAGON 
PROPHECY: 

THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


THE VOLCANO 
OF FIRE: 

THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


»"'^DRAG0N^ 

■ORTUNj 


fVliPHOENIX^ 

iPestiny 


The Dragon 
OF FORTUNE: 

AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADVENTURE 


THE PHOENIX 
OF DESTINY: 
AN EPIC KINGDOM OF 
FANTASY ADV ENTU RE 


THE HOUR OF 
MAGIC: 

THE EIGHTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


THE WIZARD'S 
WAND: 

THE NINTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


THE SHIP OF 
SECRETS: 

THE TENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE JOURNEY BACK IN TIME: 
Through Time the second journey 

THROUGH TIME 


The Race lost in Time: 

AGAINST Time: the fourth journey 

THE THIRD JOURNEY THROUGH TIME 


NO Time 
TO LOSE: 

4E FIFTH lOURNEY 













He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s - 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, —, 
his life in the Stone Age is full 
of adventure! 


#1 The Slone ol Fire #2 Wolch Your Toill #3 Help, I'm in Hoi Lovol #4TheFosland #5 The Greol Mouse 

Ihe Frozen Roce 


C«\MCMiC€ rCAMEMiCfi 


#6 Don'l Woke Ihe #7 I’m o Scoredy-Mousel #8 Surfing for Serrels 

Dinosourl 

y^S fe,wiUnyai)bn _ 

"CAMCMiCC 1 ! CAMEMiCt f fiAMCMiCE 


#9 Gel ihe Stoop, 
Geronimol 


#10 My Aulosourus 
Will WinI 


CAMEMiCt 


#12 Rows Off Ihe Peorll #13 The Smelly Seorth 


#11 Seo Monsler 


#1SAMammolh 

Myslery 
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GeRONiMO STiLTONiX 


^ He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 













































WHO IS 


GeronilfDO Stiltonord? 




He is a mouseking — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 
to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micehings! 


THE HEEMET HOEDUP 

Oh no! One of the special micebing helmets in 
Chief Sven the Shouter’s private collection 
has been stolen! Could it have been taben 
by the vilebings — the rival mouse clan? 

The micebings journey to the vilebings’ 
village to find out . . . and while they’re 
there, the dragons attach! Can all the mice 
worh together to save their fur? 
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www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 

www.geronimostilton.com 



More leveling information for this book: 
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